
Thehi^or^ 

I with great truth catch mere fimplicity, ^ 

Whilft lome with cunning guild their copper crowues 
With truth and plainefle I do were mine bare: *. 

Feare not my truth, the morrall of my wit. 

Is plaine and true ? thcr s all the reach ofit, 
Welcomefir Dw/w^i/jhcreisthc Lady, 

VVhichfbr AnteKerwcdt\xaa you. 

At the port(Lord)IIe giue her to thy hand. 

And by the way pofleTre th|c what Ihc is 
Entreate her faire,and by my foulc fairc Greeke, 

If ere thou lland at mercy ofmy fword: 

Name Cr^d, and thy life /halbe as fafe. 

As Vriam is in Illion? 

Diom. Faire Ladic CreJJid, 

So pleafc you faue the thankes this Prince expeils.* 
The luftrc in your eye, heaucn in your chccke, 

PI eades your faire vfage, and to 

You fhalbe niifires, and command him wholy. 

Tr<?y. Grecian thou do’ifnot vfe me curteoufly. 

To fhame the fealc of my petition to thee: 

In praifing her. I tell thee Lord ©f Greece, , 

She is as farrchigh foaring oretbypraifes: 

As thou vnworthy to be call’d bet Icruant, 

I charge thee vie her wcll,eucn for my charge; 

For by th e dreadful! VlutOyii thou dofl not. 

Though the great bulkc zAchilles be thy guard, 
Ilecutthythroatc. 

Dtom, Oh benot mou’d Prince Troylm, 

Let me be priucledg’d by my place and meflage: 

To be a fpeaker free? when I am hence, 
lie anfwer to my Iuft,and know you Lord 
Ilc'nothing do on charge, to her owne vyorth, 
Shcelhalbe priz’d : but that yo-i fay be’tfo, ' 
Ilpeakeitinmyfpiritand honourno. - 

T/fly. Come toche port lie tel thee ' 

This brauc (hall oft make thee to hide thy head. 

Lady giue me your hand,and as we wa’ke, 

„ Toourowncfclucs bend weourneedfuiltalke, ■ 
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ofTroylus xnA Creffetda, 

Paris, Harke HeSlors trumpet? 
ty£ne. How haue we fpent this morning? 

The Prince rauftihinkeme tardy and remiffe, 

That fworc to ride before him to the held, _ 

"Par.TiiTroyltts falte,come,come,tofielrfvvith him, Exett^ 
Entef Aiax armed,i/4chiUes,PatroclHS,Agam. 

: . !CHenelaMS,y'liffes,Nefiery2alcas.&c.^ 

Aga Here art thou inappointmentfrefhand faire. 

Anticipating time. With flarting courage, 

Giue with thy trumpet a loude note to iroy 

Thou dreadfulMMa: that the appauledauc, 

May pcaice the head of the great Combatant, and hale him 
hither. c ■ 

Thou,trumpct , thcr s my puric. 

Now cracke thy lungs, and fplit thy brafen pipe.* 

Blow villainCjtill thy Iphcred Bias cheeke, 

Out-fwcilthe collickofpufty^^«//c'», ,, , 

Come flretch thy cheft, and let thy eyes fpout bloud.* 

Thou bioweft for He^or. 

No trumpet anfwerst 
Tls but early daies. 

sAga. Is not yond Dwmed with Caicos daughter. 

Tis he,l ken the manner of his gate. 

He tifes on the too ; that fpirit of his 
Inafpiration lifts him from the earth. 

Aga, Is this the Lady C^ejfi^ 

2)*aw Euenlhc. , r r j 

Aga. Moft deerely welcome to the Greekes Iweete Lady, 
Neji. Our oenctall doth falutc you with a kilTc. 
riifT Yet is*thc kindneflc but pcrticular , twere better Ihec 

were kift in general. « , . r ^ 

Nefi. And very courtly counfell . He beginne; fo much ittf 
Achtl. lie take that winter from your lips fairc Lady, 
Achilles bids you welcome. ^ ‘ 

Afett, I had good argumentfor killing once. 

Patro, But thats no argument for killing now. 

For thus pop’t P(i’'f.f in his hardiment, 

i^d parted thus, you and your argument. i .. 
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